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			Chapter 1

			
				
				

			

			We elbowed our way through the crowds on Seventh Avenue. I was a few paw steps ahead of Weasel. No matter where I went, my pal was there by my side, looking out for me. 

			As we rushed down the crowded street, I glanced up at the October sky. The clouds scampered across the sky like gray mice.

			“It looks like rain,” I said to Weasel over my shoulder as I pulled my coat around me. “Hopefully, the rain won’t start before I get to Lilian.” 

			I’d just performed in a show at the Ladybug Theater on Broadway. The music still swirled in my ears. I could hardly feel the sidewalk beneath my paws. Sometimes that high I’d get when I performed would stay with me for hours afterward. Weasel would have to bring me down from cloud nine.

			

			“Watch out!” Weasel yelled, startling me. We jumped out of the way of a girl zooming towards us on a skateboard.
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			“Try to pay attention!” Weasel waved his paws in my face.

			The music that had been swirling around inside me faded away.

			

			“I was just going over my performance,” I said. “I think I messed up the words in the second verse of ‘The Bats In the Belfry.’”

			“Oh, no one noticed,” Weasel said, shoving me playfully in the ribs.

			For the last month, I had been playing a vampire cat in the musical ‘The Vampire Cats of Kowloon.’

			A couple of girls laughed and skipped by me. One of them took a quick pic of me as she went by.

			“Do you mind?” Weasel said softly, but firmly. He hustled them out of the way. 

			“Over here!” an old lady wearing a pink cape and a rain hat squealed at me. She held up her phone. The flash blinded me for a second.

			“That’s all for now,” Weasel told them. “Katy’s tired.”

			“But I’m one of her biggest fans,” she said, reaching for my fur. “I saw you just now in ‘The Vampire Cats of Kowloon.’ The way you flew through the air, flapping your wings and singing your little heart out, was amazing! I spent most of my monthly pension on tickets, but let me say, it was worth it!”

			My fur stood on end. I was getting a weird feeling about this old lady. What’s her deal? Is she trying to get a free ticket out of me? Does she think I’m an easy target?

			

			Thunder rumbled, drowning out the old lady. The first cold pinpricks of rain fell on my face. Weasel put his paw around my shoulder and guided me through the crowd of people opening their umbrellas. I couldn’t wait to curl up in my warm basket at home.

			People were pushing, trying to talk to me, but I was tired.

			“I thought being famous would be like eating a big bowl of tuna ice cream sprinkled with candied sardines,” I said to Weasel, pulling up the collar of my coat.

			“And now?”

			“Well, some days I feel like I’ve eaten too much ice cream and have a sardine stuck in my throat,” I laughed. 

			“Oh, there’s Lilian,” he said, pointing at my owner. She was standing under a bright red umbrella, leaning against her car. She smiled and waved. Weasel held back a little boy who was jumping around, shouting my name. 

			“Lilian will cheer you up and make you purr with contentment,” Weasel said. 
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			“Thanks so much for looking out for me,” I said. As well as being my best bud, Weasel was also my bodyguard. I relied on him to keep me safe when I walked the streets. He also hung around the shows I performed in. Sometimes, the fans can get out of control. Since I made my debut as a singing cat six months ago, he’d been there for me every step of the way. He was my rock.

			“Earlier today, I heard Lilian saying you were going to Central Park with her tomorrow?” 

			“That’s right,” I said. Lilian opened the car door.

			“Well, will you be needing me as your bodyguard?”

			

			“We’ll be OK,” I said. I was looking forward to having a quiet day, just Lilian and me, like it used to be before I was famous.

			“Are you sure?” Weasel said, looking sad and pulling at his ear with a chunk torn from it. I gave him a hug, burying my nose in his wet fur. He smelled of pizza and exhaust fumes. A real New York cat. Even though Lilian offered to let him move in with us, he still lived on the streets. Said he didn’t like being boxed in. That he needed his freedom.

			“Don’t fuss,” I replied. “Lilian and I will be fine.” I gave him a big smile.

			As Weasel disappeared into the chilly rain, I said, “I’ll see you soon, I promise.”

			“Hurry and get in, Katy,” Lilian said. “Or you’ll catch a cold.”

			Climbing into the back seat, I hugged my favorite fuzzy, pink pillow to my chest. I let the stress of the day seep out of me. I was ready to go home. But Lilian was still outside. 

			My tummy rumbled. I wanted my yummy dinner—maybe some warm salmon stew. But Lilian still hadn’t gotten in the car. I wished she would hurry. I tapped my foot up and down. Come on, Lilian, let’s go home and eat.

			

			When I peered out the window that was blurred with rain, Lilian was talking with a tall man. Then he grabbed her arm.

			“Hey, not so fast, fella!” I yelled, drumming my paws against the window. But the man couldn’t hear me over the rain.

			The man bent down to pick something off the ground. When he stood back up, he was laughing with his mouth wide open. For a second, I could see all the way into his mouth! A wave of fear washed over me, just like when I had once ridden on a Ghost Train with Weasel. As I stepped onto the ride, we went through a giant mouth with two rows of sharp teeth. I’d screamed that I wanted off, but there was no turning back.

			The man wore a blue hoodie, or it could be black—It was getting dark outside and hard to tell. But I knew something wasn’t right. I’m a cat. I sense these things. The fur on my neck stood up. Rolling down the window, I stuck my head out.

			“Hey, leave her alone!” I hissed.

			Lilian laughed. “It’s OK, Katy, this will only take a minute,” she said. 
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			So, I had no choice but to roll the window back up. They huddled under Lilian’s umbrella, and I wondered what they were talking about. I sensed this man spelled danger with a capital D.

			At last, Lilian opened the car door, letting in the cold air.

			“Who was that?” I asked. 

			“Just a friend.”

			“Are you sure you’re OK?” I asked.

			“I appreciate your concern,” Lilian replied, starting up the car. “But I’m fine.”

			As the car moved down the street, she said, “Your performance tonight was really something. You’re getting better and better. I admit, I was worried when you first said you wanted to be a singer on Broadway. I was terrified to let you out of my sight.”

			

			“I can look after myself,” I said.

			“Of course you can, sweetie, but I feel so much better knowing Weasel is around. In case a fan goes crazy, or something happens.”

			I huffed, stretching out in my seat. “Stop treating me like a baby.”

			“Sorry, sweetie, I know you’re stressed. I’m looking forward to spending a day with you in Central Park. I hope the weather clears up.”

			“Me too.”

			My eyelids were so heavy. I laid my head on my fuzzy pillow and drifted off.
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			Chapter 2

			
				
				

			

			It was sunny the next day as Lilian and I strolled to the center of Central Park; a wide-open grassy area called the Great Lawn.

			She had a picnic basket in her hand, and I wondered what she had packed inside. As we stood there, I looked around at the lush green grass spread out before us.

			It was only twelve o’clock, but there were already a lot of people there.

			“Where do you want to sit?” Lilian asked, shielding her face from the sun with her hand.

			People sprawled across a rainbow of blankets all over the Great Lawn. It looked like a giant patchwork quilt. On the baseball diamonds, Little League teams were playing games. We could hear the crack of wooden bats hitting balls, and parents cheering. A refreshing breeze carried the smells of hot dogs and popcorn. 

			

			“Maybe over there,” I said. The lawn was surrounded by a ring of trees and benches. I pointed to a tree I thought might be nice to sit under.

			A boy ran by, holding onto the string of a dragon kite. A breeze blew a boy’s shaggy brown hair around his face. I was gazing up at the kite when a Frisbee grazed my head. 

			“Ouch!” I cried out, rubbing my head. Before we could head over to the row of trees, I heard people calling my name. 

			“Hey, Katy! Give us a tune.”

			“Katy Cat!” A teenage girl with curly dark hair leaned so close to me, I could feel her breath on my face. 

			“It’s so cool to meet you. Can I make a video of us together? I want to put it on-line for my friends.”

			“I don’t think I can,” I said, flustered. “Not today.” Usually, I would have been happy to talk, but today was our special day. Just Lilian and me. I’d been naive to think I could have a day to myself. But the girl wouldn’t let up.

			“Hey, it’ll only take a few minutes.” She waved her phone in my face. “Maybe your friend can take a video of us. I’ve been practicing one of your songs, ‘Creepy Cats and Roaring Rats.’ How about we do a duet, and I post it?” The girl said, a grin spreading across her face. 
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			I was going to agree, but then it hit me. What if this girl wasn’t a fan like she said she was? Maybe when she posted the video, she’d make fun of every singing mistake I made. Everyone would laugh at me. Did I really want to risk that happening? You never knew what people were going to do.

			“I can’t right now,” I said, my voice rising.

			Where was Weasel when I needed him? I regretted giving him the day off.

			

			Even cats with a singing talent as huge as mine deserve a day off. I held my head high and kept walking. The paparazzi started buzzing around
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